In our last book we have been obliged to deal pretty
much with the passion of love; and in our succeeding
book shall be forced to handle this subject still more
largely. It may not therefore in this place be improper to
apply ourselves to the examination of that modern doc-
trine., by which certain philosophers., among many other
wonderful discoveries, pretend to have found out, that
there is no such passion in the human breast. . . .
To avoid, however, all contention, if possible, with
these philosophers, if they will be called so; and to show
our own disposition to accommodate matters peaceably
between us, we shall here make them some concessions,
which may possibly put an end to the dispute.
First, we will grant that many minds, and perhaps those
of the philosophers, are entirely free from the least traces
of such a passion.
Secondly, that what is commonly called love, namely,
the desire of satisfying a voracious appetite with a certain
quantity of delicate white human flesh, is by no means
that passion for which I here contend. This is indeed more
properly hunger; and as no glutton is ashamed to apply
the word love to his appetite, and to say he loves such and
such dishes; so may the lover of this kind, with equal
propriety, say, he hungers after such and such women.
Thirdly, I will grant, which I believe will be a most
acceptable concession, that this love for which I am an
advocate, though it satisfies itself in a much more delicate
manner, does nevertheless seek its own satisfaction as
much as the grossest of all our appetites.
And, lastly, that this love, when it operates towards one
of a different sex, is very apt, towards its complete grati-
fication, to call in the aid of that hunger which I have
mentioned above; and which it is so far from abating,
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